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The Art of Folding 


For the first couple months, Eddie flew back and forth between Seattle and San Diego. They'd rehearse and 


write for a week or two at a time and then Eddie would return to California for a week or two. 

When Eadie arrived this time, it was Stone's turn to pick him up. He was happy to see the guitarist. He came 
ambling down the arrivals hall with a beat up rucksack over his shoulder and a notebook under his arm. Eddie 
greeted the other man with a long, tight hug, ignoring the way Stone stiffened and barely hugged him back 
"Good to see you, man" 

"Yeah, uh, you, too." 

Eddie sat in the passenger seat of Stone's beat up station wagon, a grin on his face and his notebook in his lap. 
"Can't wait until | can officially move up. Getting tired of these plane rides. Never know when one of them is 


gonna fall from the sky.’ 


Stone gave him a sideways glance. "Er, yeah." He didn't really know what to make of the free spirit sitting 
beside him. Sure, Eddie was talented and was the right fit for this new band, but Stone had never met anybody 


quite like Eddie. Not even Andy was quite so fidgety and certainly not so free with his emotions. And Eddie 


seemed to have a new one every three seconds, keeping Stone on his toes. 

"Im going to drop you off at Jeff's and then | gotta take care of a few things. We'll meet up later tonight" 
"Cool, cool" Eddie smiled 

When Stone pulled the car up in front of Jeff's building, Eddie simply continued to smile at him. 

"Well, okay ." Stone mumbled, trying to get the other man to take the hint and get out of the car. 


Instead of getting out, however, Eddie opened his notebook and took out a small, origami fish and gently placed 
it on the dashboard. He flipped through a few pages and ripped one out and folded it in half. He set that on the 
dashboard next to the fish. 


"I wrote something for you on the plane." Eddie explained. "And that's a fish. They say a fish represents 
strength, courage, and determination” He leaned across the car and wound one arm around Stone's neck. "Okay, 


see you in a couple hours." 


Stone was frozen as Eddie hugged him, his stare was fixed on the fish. Only the noise of Eddie slamming the 
door brought him out of his trance. He watched the other man bounce up the steps and through the door and 
then Stone picked up the fish and studied it some more. A tiny smile flickered across his lips. He set it back on 
the dash and picked up the other piece of paper. Stone unfolded it and read. 


Quiet man, sturdy and still 
Carries a weight on his shoulders 
He pretends not to care 

Thinks he's protected 

Protecting what 

/ see him 


lm there 


Hands don't shake 
Steady as a rock 
Where is it bottled 
When will he break 
How does he do it 
/ can see 


/ will be there 


As if the paper were on fire, Stone quickly dropped it onto the passenger seat and glanced up at the building's 
door. He scowled and shifted the car into drive, punching the gas and speeding off. 


"Fucker." He muttered as he alternately ground the heel of each hand against his wet eyes. 


